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Phone Sex 


Author's Notes: 
| originally wrote this in May 2008 for the First Kiss challenge but then | put it aside and never went back to 
it. Until now, that is. Special thanks to Lia for the look over :) 


| hadn't meant to do it. We were having a good time, drinking beer, chatting away. We'd only been on tour for a 
month - but it felt like we'd known each other forever. 


The bar kicked us out around 2:00am, so we went back to the hotel. It was some beaten up motel you'd find 
along the highway in a horror film. The ones with shabby curtains that haven't been washed in decades and 
bedding that smelled like cigarettes and sweat. They always seemed to have a nearby convenience store with 


beer to drown out your sorrows. 


But it's not like that tonight, oh no, tonight is just one big laugh. In fact, most of the night with him is spent 
giggling at the slightest thing. Jens was ready to kill the both of us after a couple hours. The guys in Angra 
just rolled their eyes at Andre's antics, almost as if they were used to it happening every day. Me, | couldn't 


care less; | was having way too much fun. 


It had been like that since we first met a week before the tour started. Those wicked brown eyes twinkled at 
me when he introduced himself, and | should probably have known that it would lead me to this. It's not like 
this happened all of the time, mind you. After all it was just once before, with Dirk years ago - and we were 
teenagers then. It was awkward a bit afterwards, but soon it was forgotten. 


Somehow, | don't think that's the case tonight. We have four more months of touring to do before the end - 
will there be embarrassing silences now? No more hanging out and getting drunk on awful French beer. Maybe 
he won't even remember it tomorrow? Fuck, that would be great. 


Too bad / can't forget it. 


The breath on my face, the smell of cheap beer and sweat filling my nose when | leaned in. The softness of his 
lips - fuck they were mind blowing. I'd never kissed a girl with lips like that. The way they cupped my own as 
they kissed back, holding them close for a moment before letting go slightly - only to start the whole process 


over. 


| half expect him to push me away and punch me in the face. But he doesn't, he kisses back with the same 
enthusiasm. Don't get me wrong, it wasn't my intention to get him into bed or anything. Just a kiss, a thanks 
for hanging out with me, nothing more. Too bad | forgot to tell my body that when my fingers melted through 
his silky hair. l've always wanted to touch it, the the way it flowed down his back when he sang on stage. It 
was damn near hypnotic. No wonder the girls swoon by the stage every night. 


| keep waiting for him to take my hand away but he reaches for my hair as well, pulling it slightly to bring our 
bodies closer. | can't fight back the groan, his hardness rubbing against my crotch. Fuck, if that doesn't make 
me harder right on the spot. The friction of my jeans against his ever present tight leather pants was 
amazing to say the least. | don't know what came over me but hell if | don't want more. The funny thing is, | 
can sense the same thing in him. His hands move from my hair and down my chest. Not just a mere brushing, 
a rough scrape down my shirt, feeling the little specks of hair below. How we manage to keep kissing through 
all of that is a mystery. Even though I'm the one who started it, he's leading me with his kisses, his tongue 


shoving its way into my mouth, exploring every inch like a blind man on crack. 


Eventually we make it to the bed. Mine, | think, but it doesn't matter at this point. Our hands are all over each 
other; pinching, cupping, and everything in between. He slides me on my back before | can protest, his lips leave 
mine to look down at me. The devious grin plastered all over his face scares me a bit. What the hell have | got 


myself into? 


| can't for the life of me remember how our clothes came off so fast. I'm pretty sure we broke some sort of 
speed record. Now naked, we crash at each other, hungry for the taste of skin on skin contact. Admittedly I've 
never felt another guy's dick in my hand, but it bounces up and down like a overeager puppy trying to get 
your attention. It almost doesn't seem natural to have something so hard and yet smooth on a man, you'd 


expect it on a woman. 


He giggles into my ear as | marvel at the beauty laid before me. You'd think | would know what to do with 
such a thing since | have one of my own but | can just stare down at it. He isn't going to let me get away with 
doing nothing so he starts to push up with his hips, sliding into my hand. | have no choice but to grip it tighter 
or it will slip from my fingers. | remember closing my eyes, listening to him moan into my ear as | wank him 
slowly. | can't make out what he's saying but it must have been something like "don't stop," or maybe | just 
imagined that part. Either way, my hand was shooting up and down the shaft at high speed, the mix of pre- 
come and sweat helping it along. And I'm doing just fine until he grabs my cock. Those rough hands on me are 


almost my undoing; my screams covered up by his eager mouth. 

| can only imagine what the next door neighbors must be thinking from the muffled screams and groans. 
Maybe that we're jerking off to some obscure scrambled porn movie on TV. Though I'm not really in a position 
to care by then, just to feel the sensations being played out, and scream. Much to my dismay | don't last too 


long before surrendering to my body. He follows me shortly after, jerking my hand as his back arches forward. 


The pillows hold our tired heads as we sprawl on our backs. Pants and gasps fill the tiny room, heads swimming 


with a swirl of shimmering colors. It's just... 

"Tobi?" 

"Huh?" 

"Why are you telling me this?" 

Silence. 

| was right there with you." 

More silence, this time followed by shuffling. "Err, well | um." 

Andre's laugh crackles out of the tiny speaker. "Get some sleep, ok? I'll see you in the morning.’ 

The dial tone sounds but he isn't listening. He sits there cradling the phone and staring at the curls of peeled 
paint on the wall. A slow smile creeps across his face before descending into a huge grin. He rubs his tired 


eyes with the heel of his hand and replaces the handset on the holder. The covers are pulled back and he sinks 
into the blankets with a content sigh. The smile is still on his face as he drifts off to sleep. 


